This Copy of “ALLY SLOPER“ is a Railway Accident Life Policy for £150, (Nine Claims already Paid.) 


Hell, 


FOUNDED AND CONDUCTED BY -GILBERT DALZIEL. 
SATURDAY, JUNE 1, 1898. 


Vol. XII.—No. 879.) 


[ONE PENNY. 


DERBY DAY. 


“Of course, Papa was present at Epsom this year—a Derby without his patronage would be almost as bad as the race itself without horses. I am 
rather afraid, though, that he did not create such a startling impression with his Cyclomnibus as he had anticipated. The bookmakers professed themselves as 
being thorouyhly disappointed. They fully expected that he would have cantered down on the Skunk. Poor Ma, thouyh, expressed herself as being highly 
delighted with Dad’s arrangements for her comfort, and would doublless have enjoyed the Derby immensely had she not slept through the whole race.”—Toortste. 


NOTHING IS EVER LOST—EVEN AT EPSOM. 
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Thongh Flatkins and his chu 
F m ugfi and —.— 
returning home dead broke is 5 ‘well nods 


And though M'Bung complains of Nobody can deny that M'Bibbler has 
the carly disappearance of his boo filled Ais waistcoat tolerably full. 


„ 


TRIAL BY JURY. 


tion of country juries is 


8 m 
tradesmen who are quite as little in the habit of thinking 
or troubling themselves on any other business than their 
own, The motley materials are com of men often 
from remote districts of large counties, who have never by 
any evolutions of chance probably met before, and may 
never meet again. the wisdom of our law requires 
unanimity from this varied-coloured group, suddenly 
clubbed together, the effect of dovetailing into one mass 
euch discordant elements must necessarily be that his ill- 
nssorted associates generally bend to the shrewdest or most 
obstinate of the company. From the absence of capacity 
to separate evidenco which is valuable from what is value- 
less, to weigh what is important against what is immaterial 
and to reason on results, jurica hare frequently determined 
the rights of part ies by tossing up for their verdict.” 

A few years ago, at the Standard Theatre, Mr. Douglas 
produced a play in which the iu tossed up. The critics 
were heavily down on him. The idea was voted absurd, 
impussible, monstrous, So much for criticism. 

Perverse verdicts are often to be met with, A jury called 
upon, in an action against a stakcholder, to decide which of 
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two hotses won a race, could arrive at no other conclusion than 
that they should run the race over again, A Welsh jury, who 
tried a husband for beating his wife so brutally that she died, on 
being satisfied by the evidence that she was a scold, found a 
verdict, “Served her right.” Mees 

A fearful responsibility has at times attached to juries in con, 
victing and assigning to premature graves persons who proved 
afterwards to be innocent. A man of large property died leaving 
an only child, a daughter, aged about eighteen, and by his will 
appointed his brother her guardian aud sole executor, The will 
directed that if the daughter should die without children, her 
fortune should go to her uncle. The uncle tuck the niece to his 
house near Epping Forest, and they were both seen one day 
walking in the forest, but he returned a one—the young lady myster- 
jously disappeared. The uncle declared that he had sought for her 
as soon as he missed her, but had no idea where she had gone, 
This story. however, was not believed, aud the circumstances being 
suspicious he was taken into custody. 

A young gentleman in the neighbourhood had been courting the 
young lady, and it was stated that u few days before her disappear- 
ance he had started on a journey to the North, she declaring that 
she would marry him on his return. Her uncle, it was well-known, 
had repeatedly expressed his disapprobation of the match, and she 
hud loudly reprouched him with his abuse of his authority over 
her, as his ward, The man had plenty of enemies who would 
benefit by his death, and numerous witnesses came forward against 
him, one being a woman who swore that about eleven o' clock in 
the forenoon of the day the niece was missed, she was passing 
through the forest and heard ‘a youn lady's voice earnestly 
ex postulating with en gentleman,” and distinctly caught the words : 
„Don't kill me, uncle, don't kill me!” on which the witness, 
terrified, hurried away, and immediately afterwards heard the 
report of a gun. 

he uncle was tried, convicted, and condemned to death in, to 
us, now, an incredibly short space of time, and ten days after his 
execution the girl he was supposed to have murdered turned up 
again, quite blithe and gay. . 

She stated that having resolved to elope with her lover, they had 
given out that he was starting for the North, but that in reality 
they went to Windsor, and thence to France, and there they passed 
some months so happily, that, newspapers being scarce, they never 
heard a word about the wretched uncle's sufferings. She said that 
while walking with him in the forest he had reproached her with 
her resolution to marry n man of whom he disapproved, and after 
some remonstrances she passionately exclaimed, “I have set my 
heart upon it. If 1 do not marry him it will kill me; and don't 
kill me, uncle, don't kill me!” 

Just as she had pronounced these words she heard a gun fired, 
und presently saw a man come from among the trees with a wood- 
pigeon he had shot. 

‘oor old uncle! How horribly he was put to death and previously 
tortured is not recorded. 
(Newt week, “ Ilushed up.“) 


— — 


Bak GARDNING, 

Wen larst weak, I, in lite and thortles mood, lett fawl the wurd 
“beanse” little dremt 1 off wot wos behind. Wen the arf brik 
heeve by billium mis er ed an maik a nole inn the winder the gul 
nex dore er missias stepp roundd with a broom andel andd for sum 
time itt wos sultri inn our bak garding. Billium andd me now sitt 
sidewaise att ineels. 

(Nez rea, KNEMMIS8I8S.”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS.’ 
— 
9 e wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelope large enough tu containthe 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Not in ours, we're certain, JOSEPH ; You had better look again, 
Write and state your wishes, Comic. Twopence does it, A. F. 
Payne. Very ancient wheeze, that, Jupic. Thanks for cutting, 
LapBROKE Lap; Jf that's only half your dvings, What atime 
you must have had! Not the thing we want. Miss MondAx; 
ALLY thanks you all the same. Tight, SUBSCRIBER ; it's not 
hard to Drop to Iky's little game. ALLY will be pleased to, 
DaRKiF. Jlaven't space for notes, F. D. Years ago we did, A 
Reaver; Letter scarch the file and see, 


— —- 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 

The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 
Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free. 

3 months, 10. 8d.; 6 months, 3e. 3d.; 12 months, 6e. 6d. 

In Stamps or F. O. O. s payable to GILBERT DALzizt, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards vill be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Tiosgues and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rox DE La BANQUE, 


— —œrXmʒaU—)— 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 — 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of ri | Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 

(ltailway Servants on duty 22 ), who shall happen to meet 
with hia ur her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tasue of © ALLY SLOPER's HALF- 
Howway” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY Sor zn's HaLF-Houipay” ts published throughout. the 
United Kingdom every Wedneaday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inanrance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning, 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 


8 At a Restaurant in the Strand. 
8 yrietor, Vot ees dat schentleman makin' all dat noise 
abou 
Waiter, Why, sir, he's found a piece of tail in his ox-tail soup. 
Proprictor, Oh. ze extravagance of dat chef! Take you care 
gat you scharge ‘im extra for ze Soup. 


* 
“You'RE all the earth to me, my sweet! 
Ven, the apple of mine exe!“ 
Miss Girton stamped her blue-clad feet, 
And heaved her haughtiest sigh. 


“T think,” she said—while, mazed and mute, 
The stripling stood and gaped— 

“ You choose an inappropriate fruit, 
For—the earth is ORANGE-shaped 1 


s 
First Friend. Ah, ran down to Margate, did you. What sort of 
journey did you have? 
Second Friend. Oh, terribly squally, 
Firat Friend, You went by boat, then? 
Second Friend. Oh, no—train; and had three babies in the 
carringe yelling every minute of the time, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 679.—The “ Whit Monday Costume. 


. When acting, I am so ab- 


77. en ee ee 
see fore ne 
audience entirely disappear. No. 59.—Stockton, 
Candid Friend. I don't blame them. (Stocked un.) 


He. Hullo. are you down here alone? 

She, No, my betrothed is with me. 

Jie. Betrothed at your age? 

She. Certainly ; why not? You are engaged, and look at your age. 


Owing to the fiue weather, Mr. Mont- 
gomery e Courcy is “at the vriny earlier 
than year. 


E 


SWEET SUN-DRIED 
VIRGINIA. 


(Saturday, June 1, 1895, 


At Breakfast. 

Boarding-House Proprietress. What's the matter 
Grusiaet e the es t0 your taste this — a ; 
special orders it should be made stronger. © 
Dissatisfied Boarder, Yes, that's all ri 


ht; but there 
need to carry out a similar policy with the Wether, ane 
ses 


s 

A cuatTTy little article on “ Health” in one of our domestic con. 
<n remarks that it is extremely injudicious to go to bei! 
on the top of one's supper. We havent the very faintest doubt 
about it. Fancy lying on, gay, a dosen oysters, a pound of steak 
ond derber 1 of a 8 lon 18 the very softest 
ent her · wo prove lumpy under suc. umstances, _ 
could anyoue dream of such a thing! How 


“WHERE are you going, my pretty 

“Tm going aan a sir!” she aid, 
a o with you, my o 

Then she viewed him hg with — 

And she “The cows in our “pen 

Are only to women and men. 

And, if one of these cows were to cast her eye, 

And an 5 155 like that in the fold to spy, 

She would lift — oped heel in surprise and fear, 

And kick you into next week, my dear!” 

ee 


s 
Lovely Creature (who has asked for explanation of i 
light arreapement’. Oh, thank B he „ 1 ti 
isn't 1 5 oo 10 = . 8 fluid is kept in tanks and 
supp ro 6 wi 
Practical Man (who 


lan (who has ol pe acta . I am afrai 
the gentleman next you . ol my re eller ty * 
Lovely Creature, How is that? 


Practical Man, Why, it evidently went in at one ear and out of 
the other. *,° 


“I BELIEVE,” said Jones, “that the origin of the Stars and 
Stripes as a standard arises bers Jaye from the enormous Yankee 
consumption of rye whisky—the stars represented the stars they 
saw when they knocked double knocks on the pavement with their 
heads, and the stripes the bruises from the doses of broomstick 
administered by their affectionate wives. 


s 

Wiggs. What a lonely spot, what a desolate waste! Why, there 
pare seem to be a house or a human being within a ten mile 
radius. 

‘ pete. Seems like it, eh? But just you fire a gun, you'll have 
half a dozen men threatening to lock you up for trespass in two 
minutes, * 

THERE'S no woman so modest as the worthy creature who has 
got thick ankles and only grey worsteds to cover them. 

ss 


s 
“It’s wonderful what a difference a little sun makes, yon 
know,” he remarked, a repos of the view. “Yes, I suppose +o,” 
che raid, a little — but I really wasn't aware you had any 
family.“ ee 
s 


“T11 evil that men do lives after them, 
The good is oft interréd with their bones.” 
She read the words, and to her cranium came 
A prayerful thought (to which she gave no tones). 


„ hope that latter line will not be true 

Of my old man, when he gets underground ; 
For the only good | ever knew him do 
Was to get his life insured for fifty pound!” 
ss 


s 

Firat Pretty Chorus Lady. Isn't that Miss Montmorency 
awfully made up? 

Second e Lady. Shocking, my dear! There's 
only one thing about her that isn't made up. 

First Pretty Chorus Lady, And what is that? 

Second Pretty Chorus Lady. Her mind. 

ss 


s 
Browne. 1 gay, old fellow, just look at that woman's face. | 
wonder what's the matter—is she tight? 
Neggs. No, my boy, 1 dont think 2% is. 1 fancy it's only her 
boots that are. os 
s 
ONE must not judge too quickly concerning small things. 
Because a man is covered in sawdust, it does not follow, as a matter 
of course, that he is an industrious carpenter. Maybe, he has 
ouly been having a comfortable half-hour’s snooze on the floor of 
the Blue Pig front bar. ss 
s 


“1 SUPPOSE your sister intends to go on the operatic stage?” 
“Yes.” What a tremendously high note she gave yesterday just 
before beginning to ahem “ Lor’ bless you! she wasa't begin - 
ae to practise, she only sat down by accident on the carving- 
ork ee 


lished then. ee 
s 


EVER worst shod is the shoemaker’s bride 
And the feminine-outfitter’s lady 8 
Is dressed in a dress that his cook would deride 
With a misery-me-lackadaydee ! 
Ever the son of the constable bold 
Is a demon for plunder and pillage, 
And the daughters. alas! of the clergyman old 
Are the naughtiest girls in the village! 
ss 
s 
“Wuat is the sweetest form of maiden hesitation?” “Why. 
when on washing-day the rain comes on sudden like, and Jemiun 
Anne, for very shame, can't rush out into the blinding storm | 
the rescue of her own particular snow-white under best fr uck 
habiliments. ee 
s 


Seratchley, Did I tell you I've got a genuine offer for my Play ut 


ast? 
4. end. No, indeed; I congratulate you, my boy. What's the 
price? 
Scratchley. Penny a pound from the butterman, and I've half a 
mind to take it, too. 8 
. 


Fair One. Oh, yes, there's something 1 admire very much about 
the cast of his face. a 

He (jealous), Really now, I shouldn't have thought so; perhaps 
it's the cast of his eye. 


READ THE NEW TALE OF LIFE IN LONDON. 
WARHAWKS; 
Cr, The Mysteries of the City 
THE HAWKS AND THE DOVES. 
Appearing Weekly in 


L. ARK S? 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. 
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TOOTSIE AMONG THE PICTURES. 


8 hink, dears, there are too many pictures? 
Dow ee novel seems to me a dreadful thing. Since the 
divs when Phi illustrated Charles Dickens and Charles Lever 
there seems never to have 
deen anyone but Fred Bar- 
nard who could at all realize 
one’s own notion of the char- 
acters in the books, It is 
quite bad enough to have 
half a dozen sixpenny illus- 
trated papers every week, to 
say nothing of dozens of 
n and halfp'ortha, 
ut the ihe ig Nr ae 
papers simply drive you wik 
with their portraiture. When 
a criminal is popped in the 
dock at Bow Street, or a lady 
enters the witness-box nt the 
Divorce Court, every journal 
sends its artistic young man, 
and out they all come with 
their little likenesses. You 
pay your money and take 
yourchoice, and there's plenty 
of choice, for all the little 
likenesses are quite unlike 
each other. 

As if this were not worry 
enough at this season of the 
year there is a glut of picture 

you can't very 
well go to any moderately 
res ble five o'clock tea - 
table without being able to 
say you have done your 
y, your New Gallery, 
your French Gallery, your 
Pall Mall and Piccadilly water-coiours, your Grafton Galleries full 
of “Fair Children,” your New English Art Club, your military 
intings at Graves's, your Arthur Tooth’s, and your “Psyche 
deere the Throne of Venus.“ 
To do all this is a very serious undertaking, and results in several 


“Golden Sirtngs."—J. M. STRUDWICK, 


perfection of female beauty the united charms of one 
the finest creatures on earth are required—their superiorities being 


“ Merlin and Vivtan.”"—K. O. HasTINos, 


and the hundred fragments harmoniously jointed. But, alas! these 
sculptors do abominable mischief. What is the good of making 
nunkind discontented with the beauty they possess by instructing 
them in loveliness which can never be met with? Because gentle 
Kate hath a clumsy ankle is she never to be loved? Is dear Marin 
to die a withered spinster use n ‘six’ glove is so small for her 
seven-and-a-half’ hand? Certainly not—at least as long as we 
live in a Christian land.” 

It certainly must make plain, ill-made girls 1 
when they gaze on the plethora of loveliness adorning the picture 
galleries this merry, genial May time. 2 

, noticed some nice things in the New Gallery. The Hon. J. 
Collier gives us“ A Laboratory,” in which a lady is snatching from 
the hand of an aged alchemist a love philter or a bottle of cough 
drops, Jam not certain which. Miss Hilda Montalba contributes 
A Cotton Winder,” which represents a winder sitting opposite a 
winder and turning a wheel whilst she turns her back on her 
audience. wert Mac ey ter throws in “ Catherine and Grace” 
reading a good k, in black stockings. Sir Arthur Clay intro- 
duces us to R. M. Bray, Esq., with his hand in his pocket. 

C. Smithers 
runs in A 

: Mermaids 
and Tritons,” 
ct ga 

y o si 
from the West- 
minster Aqua- 
rium, with rock 
work where the 
tank sides should 
be. J. M. Strud- 
wick'’s “Golden 
Strings seems to 
be suffering from 
u stiff neck. 

K. G. Hastings's 
“Merlin and 
Vivian,“ though, 
is a very curious 
work. The youn 
lady depicted 
therein seems to 
pe menorising 

er gran 
whilst 1. 50. 
Gotch’s “The 
Child in the 
World” resem- 
bles a severe at- 
tack of the night- 
eet ag than 
; anything else. 
eat ane «Banat Maes 

shee + She seems to ng her time, that youn; . 
wonder whether after all she chose the right one! i a 


“The Child in the World."—T, C. Gorcu. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAYe 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


LOPER’S PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 
SCRIPTION OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Atfections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
. men egg He: re la Nit, Wind Blotches on Lag iting 
imp! v. Disturbed Nig npleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
neus, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. 


“CREDIT DUE TO YOU.” 


High Street, Newport, Shropshire, 
January 17th, 1896. 

GENTLEMEN, — Having tried a box of 
your Storer’s Pitts for Liver Complaint, I 
have much pleasure in recommending them as 
avery good Medicine, and I consider there is 
credit due to you for introducing such a 
Cheap Medicine to the public. Hoping you 
will have every success, 

I am, yours truly, 


ALFRED HUGHES. 
Messrs. GURDEN & CO. 


IT YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 
SEND 9}. IN STAMPS TO 


THE PROPRIETORS, 
GURDEN & CO. 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, L. 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


THE LATE GORDON FRASER. 


WE shall be glad if those among our readers who are desirous of 
contributing towards the relief of the widow and children of our 
poor drowned colleague, will kindly forward their subscriptions 
with as little as ible, as this is the last appeal we shall 
make in print, although we shal] still continue to sell the drawings 
at ten shillings each. On behalf of Mra. Fraser and her little ones, 
we thank froin the bottom of our hearts all those who have so 
generously responded to our appeal, by purchasing sketches. The 
money has been of immense assistance to the unfortunate lady, 
and there are no words in which she can adequately express her deep 
sense of gratitude to her many “friends in need” Will the 
anonymous sender of a P. O., stamped Strand, May 15th, be good 
enough to send his or her name and ad: as we are anxious to 
forward a drawing by the late Gordon Fraser? The amount of 
the P.O. sent should also be stated. 


— 


AT A PLACE CALLED COLNEY HATCH. 


Ir the story isn’t true it ought to be, and that's a sufficiently 
apologetic preface for A. SLOPER. It goes, then, that certain 
rumours reached the ears of the Home Secre to the eileet that 
the asylum at Colney Hatch was over-crowded, and another ęsta- 
blishment was needed, Always a practical man—never mind his 

vollyticks one way or the other—it is said that Asquith made up 

is mind that he'd go and see for himself, and so, on a certain 
afternoon (or the man who told A. S. the tale lies in his teeth), 
took a first return to New 3 witha“ HALF-HOLIDAY 
in his left tail ket in case of accidents, the great man took his 
seat in the train. In due course—or rather overdue, by reason of 
an old lady wanting a cheap coffin she had bought at the Stores 
put out of the guard's van at Wood Green—Herby arrived nt his 
station, and proceeded on foot to the home of the demented. 
Naturally he presented his card. 
1 won't pass yer, sir,” said the gatekeeper, yer wants a 

order. 

0 5 I'm the Home Secretary, my good man,” expostulated the 
minister. 

Come, come, 1 can't take that in!“ grinned the janitor, who 
thought sucha tunctionary ought to travel with an escort of peelers 
at the very least. 

“But I declare to you that 1 am,” cried the minister. 

The gatekeeper looked him up and down in doubt for some 

— — he pointed to a small group of inmates lower down 
n the grounds, 

is That's the one that calls himself the Home Secretary,” he said, 
“that one in the straw hat that's playing buttons with ‘Charlie 
Dilke’ and the ‘Emperor of China’; now whose patient are g? 

They say that the great man returned to the station in a hurry, 
75 the porter who had his doubts got assistance and detain 

mm, — 


* 


— 


ROMANCE AND REALITV. 


‘Twas happy Whitsun, and together they stood upon breezy 
Brighton beach, doing all they knew to get their full wr 5 hours’ 
dose of ozone into their lungs before the departure of the last up 
excursion. “Tell me, darlings! he murmured, drawing her yet 
closer to him, “does not this mighty ocean, this vast waste of 
waters fill you with n certain sense of awe?” “It does, George, it 
does,” admitted the fair girl ; “1 can't help thinking how blamed 
ill it made me the last time my old mash took me to Ramsgute and 
back by the boat. 1 can almost feel the sickening sensation now.” 
And the spirit of romance did the vanishing trick in the quickest 


on record, 
ee 


NOT KIND OF HIM. 


Nyman. All 1 can say is that I'd rather have my girl in her coftin 
than on the ay 

Sharpleigh, The deuce you would! What Company is she 
ins in 


171 
THE “BESTING” OF PETER FLINK. 


— — 


HE was a hard nut to crack was Peter Flink, and if by chance 
your teeth proved strong enough to manipulate his shell you found 
the kernel bad—deucedly 
bad. But then money- 
lenders are not a soft- 
shelled race; and in a 
flinty profession Peter 
was adamant itself, 
tricky withal, and cun- 
ning. and unscrupulous, 

“IT can't sleep at night, 
Greefe,” he would wag- 
gishly remark to his 
slave and factotum, 
“without I best some- 
one!” And to do him 
justice, his slumbers were 
usually as unbroken as 
an infant's! 

A funny old chap was 
Grecfe ; scarcely more 
than middle-aged, yet 
prematurely old, an 

wed, and withered, 
Years ago he had beena 
small shopkeeper or 
something of the sort. 
whom difficulties had 
driven into Peter's web 
and that cunning old 
2 having drained N * 
hia blood under eireum- “T can't cleep at night.” 
stances more than usually 
cruel and heartless, had, instead of flinging the carcass aside, 
taken it into his employ. And a useful, silent, faithful, indus- 
trious slave had he developed into. Indeed, what slight portion 
of faith Peter had in human nature was entirely invested in 

liam Greefe. 

“ Viscount St. Aubyn, eh?” said Peter, one morning, glancing at 
the card just placed in his hand. “Show him in, Greate.” Anda 
5 red young gentleman lounged into the inner 
office, 
“Are you Mr. Flink himself?” he inquired ; and 1 the 
necessary aftirmative, and 3 accepting the ered 
chair, he said, easily, “Now, Mr. Flink, I have h of you 
through one ot my friends, and will state my business briefly and 
clearly. To-day is Wedn Saturday morning next 1 


us * 
must have seven thousand pounds, This I could easily obtain 
through my solicitors, or, indeed, by various other means; but as 
the purpose for which i 


require it is a profound secret—and 
intended to remain so 
I prefer to raise it, 
say, through the me- 
dium of yourself. My 
present income is four 
thousand, and I am 
entirely free from 
debt ; but three months 
hence, on attaining my 
twenty-third year 
become entitled under 
my late mother's will 
to sixty thousand 
pounds. A copy of 
the will you can, of 
course, obtain access 
to. I am prepared, 
therefore, to give you 
a promissory note for 
the loan and reasonable 
interest, 9 on 
my twenty - third birth. 
day; only understand 
distinctly, I must have 
the seven thousand 
clear. No wine, or 


order, my lord, 
Peter, slowly. “1 shall 
have to make the 
necessary inquiries, 
and there's a certain amount of risk 

“That you must estimate for 8 said the Viscount, care- 
lessly preparing to withdraw. “ Only understand seven thousand 
cash, and not later than — ou enn drop a line to 73 Park 
Lane if you decide to accommodate me.“ 

“ Greefe,” said Peter, half an hour later, na, rising from a perusal 
of “The Peerage,” he step; forth intent upon making a call at 
Somerset House, “ find out all particulars with regard to Viscount 
St. 175 of 73 Park Lane, and report to me within twenty-four 
hours i ible.” 

And the factotum’s report produced within the ified time 
rend: Viscount St. Aubyn. Eldest son of the Earl of Rippington. 
Has an income of about four thousand pounds. Receives sixty 
thousand pounds under mother's will on August 5th next. Char- 
acter and reputation clear. No debts to speak of. Is engaged to 
marry the only daughter of Barney Ugglestone, the South African 
millionaire. 1s, or was, the reputed protector of Cora Maybloom, 
a dancer at the Frivolity Theatre.” 

„Ah, oh!” chuckled Peter. 
“That's it, is it? A_ profound 
secret, eh? A case of off with the 
old love, eto. I can guess what he 
wants the money for, now.” 

And on Saturday the Viscount 
called and received a cheque; and 
the interest must have been pretty 
stiff, for not only did his lordship 
swear heartily, but Peter. after 
8 orth, observed, with 
a signi t wink to his clerk : “1 
8 sleep well to-night, Greefe! 
I shall sleep better than I have 
slept for some months past! 

month later, Greefe mysteri- 
ously disappeared. Peter was 
tei ly upset; it was like losing 
hia rig t hand, and yet the mystery 
explained itself when one morning, 
with eyes starting from their 
rockets, he endeavoured to calmly 
read the following letter : 


San Espeso, SPAIN. 

DEAR MR. FLINK,—A celebrated 
statesman once remarked that, 
ne man who has a future before 
him can wait.” 1 have waited 
fifteen years, and the past is at 
length repaid with compound in- 
terest. My son. whom you know 
us Lord St. Aubyn (in reality he 
was valet to that nobleman), has been the weapon forged by myself 
to smite vou. The seven thousand will enable us to start fairly 
in some distant clime. With best wishes for your welfare, believe 
me to be yours very sincerely, 


“It's rather a large order, my lord.” 


He endeavoured to calmly read, 


WILLIAM GREEFE. 
P.S.—Z shall sleep soundly to-night. 


172 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, June 1, 1896, — 


. (to Low Comedian). I am surprised at you always 
OFF MARGATE. loitering about here, and auch a gifted man, too. 


“Hang it! what will Martha say—my beautiful new suit (Time- - Rü- Monday.) Low Comedian. Ah! but it's the right thing, dear boy, to 
5 i all over paint?" 4 “ Look sharp, miss, or you'll get wet!“ always keep yourself before the public. 


e Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER—P. H. CALDERON, Esq., R.A. 


of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


M. 


Here 
say in An 
enough b. 
20 on tet 
wa, Lis | 


handed teilows, mina you, eeepeing is, Je an E felt he coul 
im 


(1) “Then, in concluding our interview. Mr. Calaeron, I may assume that through 
your picture of ‘St. Elizabeth's Great Act of Annunciation’ ou awoke up on the forgive that landlord, and would stood drinks willingly could he bave 
opening day of the Academy, 1891, to find yourself—I not say famous, for on him to chalk them up. Eventually A. SLOPER reached home, he dont 
that yon have been for many years—but notorious?” “TI believe so, Mr. Sloper.” now how, but he has a notion at he was passed on from best to beat by kind- 
“Exactly; and, now, I'll just another of those excellent cigars of yours to smoke hearted constables, who know the old man, and feel a tender pity for him when he i: 
home, and then wish you good day.” (Oh, I say, look here! This won't do. We want queer on his pins. These sudden changes of the weather play sad havoc with one’s 
the entire interview, you know.—EDITOR. Gentle youth, will you have tt now, or wait Horna. He really must see about an easier pair of boota.——(3) Home! Ha! 
till you get it? I may remind you that / say you will have it now, you simply Iie; suggests Calderon's picture so named, bed! Perchance to dream? Oh. yea 
cod tem tethmate thal gon oul Gall 128 get tu, all J can say ts that / ire (3) A. SLOPER dreamt that he was standing before P. II. A painting on the 
pour patience. There, now, let me get 2 @ good fellow, in my own sweet way.— Academy walls this year—“Arindne in Nagos,” when he felt be was part of that 
No, 393.— Miss ELsi® DERWENT. Stork.) After leaving Mr. Calderon's studio the Eminent malle his way to painting, that he was somehow Bacchus as well as himself, and was floating on his 
Sloper Arma, and there exchanged the cigars for a drink. The landlord had the best tub to the ul Ariadne, who, having been deserted by that humbug. 
“ For I must ever worship at her shrine.” h Dook Snook. of it. Only half a quartern of “Unsweetened !“ and that cigar cost 10D ifs penny. Thenens, crnmiation in A. SLOPED, whe oried passonately, Dealt Sts 
* maid ne‘ heart.” —Lord Bob. A. SLOPER don't like being done, and would have cried off the barguin had not I come to 1" when the blessed tub gave a l and over he went into the 
A fairer Bee) won BY the landlord had the cigar in his mouth ; however, persuasion he unter- and awoke to find Mrs. 8. giving 8 cold pig for, as abe vulgarly put it, 
“No man could hope to wed a sweeter bride.” —The Hon, Billy. managed at length to get a screw of shag thrown in. a few friends, good free- the roof off the house and waking up the cuildrea, 


A BITTER KNOCK FOR MoNAB. 


' dr vteof 
vi t of the 2) The Laird said, Here's a fine chance ta give the (3) And—blank —blank—blank !—and the grass withered up! W.R.—The Fider has been i” fl. u. : 
(1) As the go bye eee an @) . scorpion fits 1" bd straight jackets and broken the lot, and a set of cast iron ones are briny ordered up“ fra (ilratg. — Ea. A. S. 11 *M 
U 
w Sr. 


1 
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Sex · “Troopin ¢ Me «Colour: 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Here you all are aqsis, then, my noble friends and su . Step right up, please, as a 
say in America, You don't want to be told the way now, Im sure; you all ought to know it well 
cnough by this time. Jove! what a crowd. 1 shall have to enlarge m — if my audiences hard-wrorked Albert 
zo on increasing at this rate. But, come, it is time we made a start.— Premier's little trip to 
wu, Jia health’s improved most wonderfully :—Uf picture-making and the way, Did Lucas lecture Prime show, isn’t it? T: 


CALLED TO ACCOUNT. 


DELICATELY PUT. 
Ticket Collector, Season ticket, sir? teagan Going ? en ae ca 


dtincrant Spooklet, No; return (potating)! 


Uncle Bullyboy. Why, the fish ain't “at home” to-day, 
Jimmy. You ought to have written to tell them you were 


: coming. 
* i IN THE PARK. “J see you voted against Female Suffrage in the House the other night, Mr. Wabble.” “Oh -er — it Jimmy. Well, Tre bin a-droppin ‘em a line by the post all 
Missus ‘ere to-day, Bill?" No, barrer’s broke.” wus quite an accident, you Know; I got into the wrong Lobby by mistake.” the mornin’! 
5 
* 


174 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


WIr. Moxpav is this year looked forward to by thousands of 
overworked Londoners, The brilliant sunshine to which we were 


treated during the first 
N. (& G ) 
atwose 


two or three weeks of 
yn 
do et 
5 ack - 


May, has acted as a sort 
of tonic on the jaded 
spirits of wearied Lon- 
donera, and they are 
now looking forward to 
the coming Bank Holi- 
day with as keena relish 
ns a racing man greets 
the winning of the horse 
upon which he has 
staked his all. There is 
not the slightest doubt 
but that our seaside 
cousins will reap a rich 
harvest. The Cockney is 
passionately fond of the 
Be set should bad 
w er prove propi- 
tious, he will, ee 
edly, invade our popular 
seaside resorts in his 
thousands, 4 


s 

THE Southwark 
Harriers have just 
been presented with 
rathera swagger Cup by 
Messrs. Gurden & Co., 
the Proprietors of 
Sluper's Hilla. The members of the Club look on these remarkable 
Pills as a heaven-born blessing and take no other. Their opinion is 
worth something, for they ran second to the Portsmouth riers 
in the recent South of the Thames Championship. 

ss 


s 

CONGRATULATIONS to the Grand Old Man of Cricket. A score 
of upwards of 280 is exceptional even when a man is in his prime. 
But when the hero of this great deed has almost reached forty- 
even years of age it savours of the marvellous. It will be long 
before the world produces another cricketer of the calibre of Grace. 

ss 
* 

WE are pleased to hear that business at nt at the Canter- 
bury is very brisk. Ever on the look out for novelties, and with 
n programme that is always of the first - class, the management 
deserve all the success they obtain. 


Tun London Season is now almost at its height, and certain 
journals devoted to chronicling the doings of the “ hupper succles, 
inform us that seldom before has 
feminine loveliness been so 
strongly represented. Quite n 
host of young and beautiful 
debutantes are, we learn, in town 
und the heart of the “eligible’ 
bachelor should have a rough 
time in withstanding the on- 
slaughts made upon it by this 
host of fair ones, whom, however, 
A. SLOPER wishes all the luck 
imaginable in their matrimonial 
angling. 3 „ 


THE Mildewed Wheelman has 
this day been pleased to confer 
the “Award of Merit” upon 
H. M. Scott, because he's a 
popular commercial representa- 
tice. Feyther,“ cooed the 
Cerulean, “I'm glad to see you've 
shoved yer Diplomer onter 
‘Clincher,’ for there ain't many d 
men in the cycling world as 
deserves it more. K wos the 


record- q 
And the Blue-Kyéd 0 
information so amazed the Aged that he quite forgot to reprovo 
him in the customary way for is interference. 


s 
ONCE more has A. SLOPER'S name been overlooked in the dis- 
tribution of Birthday Honours, and the Mildewed, not unreason- 
ably, feels very sore over it. A Public Benefactor as he is—-but 
there—what’s the good of talking, the deliberate refusnl of the 
authorities to recognise the Ancient's services has become a public 
scandal, 1 


Ir is quite untrue that a sporting prophet has been engaged for 
Lurls? The mission of our champion comic is to provide its 
readers with smiling faces. and it's only rueful ones that sporting 
tipsters cause asa rule. We're dead on mirth in Larks! you bet. 


s . 

Ir the business at Olympia doesn't very goon liven up we 
are afraid there will be as great a number of unemployed in the 
Metropolis in the summer as there was during the severe winter 
months. *,° 


RATTLING good business is at present being done at Terry's 
Theatre. Moncy is, we believe, being turned away nightly. and there 
is little doubt 
but that Zhe 
rt will 
continue to 
draw for as 
long a period 
as the man- 
cpa 
n 
their’ bill. 
Among the 
N 70 
ed, specia 
praise is due 
to Fanny 
Coleman, Ger- 
trude King- 
ston, Yorke 
Stephens and 
George Gid- 
dens. 


s 

The People 
has done a 
emart thing 
in extracting 
a confession 
from the 
Claimant, and 
ta pages are being read with much eagerness by all who took an 
interest—and who did not—in the great Tichborne Trial. What 
we want to know is—What price the Claimant's believers? Their 
long-cherished fallacy has n shattered out of the man's own 
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SLOPER was in mufti the other day when he py pater tho tal 
* 


“ growler" to witness the brilliant cricket match, at 
the M. C. C. and Ground and Yorkshire. 
The sport on the greensward fairly en- 
chanted the old Fossil and was so skilful 
and scientific that, being no cricketer, he 
considerately affirms that it would be in- 
vidious for him to particularise the play of 
any of the combatants, The amount of 
interest centred in the game may be 
imagined from the fact that the veteran's 
proboscis, with which nature, conjointly 
with “Unsweetened,” has endowed him, 
was borne unobserved and triumphantly 
through the mighty throng of spectators, 
and subsequently turned up at that haven 
of pleasure—the Metropolitan Music-hall, 
which, as everyone knows, is situated in 
the vicinity of the Edgware Road. Henri 
Clarke soon spotted the Eminent One, and 
gallantly ushered him in to view the fes- 
tive boards. The programme was, as usual, 
acapital one, and A. SLOPER was highly de- 
lighted with his evening's entertainment. 


s 
THERE seems e of Gat - 
wick Race Meeting rivalling in popularity 
either Sandown or Kempton k. At 
least this was A. SLOPEK'S opinion when 
visiting the meeting on the afternoon of 
Saturday week last. In spite of the fact 
that the weather was bly depressing 
it did not seem to affect the attendance 
in the slightest . The enclosures 
and stands were splendidly patronised, and the excellence of the 
racing was only excelled by the exquisite “ Unsweetened” which 
A. SLOPER found on sale at the refreshment bars. 


CAB-BILKING, we are told, is” 


ly on the increase, and the 


authorities have in hand a pre for the better protection of 
cabby, who, even when he utes, has to lose a s work to 
do s0. Cab-bilking, we are happy to say, ia a sport A. SLOPER was 


never mean enough to indulge in; the Old Man’s a great hand at 
an argument over a disputed tanner, but as for bilking—never ! 


s 
nin on the prowl. During the last few 
days A. SLOPER has been literally del: with letters offering to 
send him a “dead snip” for the Berby for the modest sum of half 
a crown. When A. SLOPER has a half a crown to spare it is gener- 
ally reserved for something more substantial than a “dead snip.” 
It. is more often than not expended in the purchase of a bottle of 
“ Unsweetened.” ee 
s 


THE boating fatality season seems to have set in with undue 
severity this year. The number of accidents that have happened 
during the last six 
or eight weeks 
would be high! 
remarkable were it 
not possible, in 
the majority of 
cases, to trace the 
result to either 
sheer carelessness, 
reckless foolhardi- 
ness, or utter in- 
competency. One 
time it will be [> 
standing up in the (2: 
boat, another, a 
dare-devil sail in a 
dangerous wind, 
or again we see a 
boat sailed or 
sculled by some- 
one who is obvi- 
my unable to do 
either properly. 
It is this last that 
is most frequent, 
and most dis- 
tressing, for 
though we may 
a the man who jeopardizes his own life, we must feel highly 
ndignant when, sooner than admit his ignorance, he knowingly 
risks the lives of others who place t ves in his care, 


THE racing tipster is 


s 
House agents tell us there is a t demand for furnished 
houses in London this season. Mildew Court is not, perhapa, as 
conveniently situated as it might be for a town residence, but any- 
one who doesn't mind this little drawback can have the historical 
structure upon particularly reasonable terms. 


s 
In consequence of the reported falling off in the volunteer 
recruits, the Eminent is arranging for the formation of a regiment 
to be called the Mildew Court Rifles, or A. SLOPER'S Own. Those 
desirous of joining should apply personally to the commanding 
ofticer, Colonel SLOPER, at the head quarters, Mildew Court. 


Ir is quite untrue that the Mildewed Sportsman has another colt 
entered for the Derby this venr. The Ancient is a bit off racers ; 
they're too great a responsibility. We truly believe the possession 
of the Skunk is alone responsible for the distinctly grey tinge 
acquired by the Wreck's third hair, and the additional wrinkle 
that has appeared of upon his expansive brow. 


s 

VEGETARIANISM is on the decrease, and the followers of that 
cult are rather down in the mouth about it. They are, as a rule, 
such wonderfully jubi- 
lant individuals that 
their depression now 
that they find their 
numbers diminishing 
has a double signi- 
ficance. We haven't n 
word to say against 
Vegetarians person- 
ally, in fact we have 
no doubt that 
most of them 
are very decent 
fellows, but 
what we can't, 
and never 
could, stand are 
the messes the 
rostaur- 
unts cater- 
ing for 
them 
serve up 
and call 
food. Youmay make n 
very fair meal at one 
of these places if 
you're careful, and 
Insist upon an explan- 
ation of the various 
dishes, but order reck- 
lessly, and—well, we draw a veil. Vegetarianism, we believe, is 
about played out; it isn't a satisfying or particularly appetising 
diet, and the general public are finding that out. 


over her e 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVEN Ts. 


A CALENDAR von THE Wan EXDING JUNE Stu, 103. 
— — 


and June, 1877.— From a mail train, 
Culuis, a sum of £3,720 was this day stolen. 


Sra 
Tower this day. After a quantity of raw meat and a lire ene). 
been flung to them and devoured, a live lamb . 
ropes; “ presently the lamb went unto the lions. who very 89 
hooked upon him and smelled on him without sign of any furt“ 

urt.” + 


4th June, 1819.—0n this date, at Bexhill, twenty-five old 
to oe averaging eighty -cie 
ined er to celebrate 


men, whose united ages amounted 
each, the age of the King, George III., 
his birthday, The dinner was set on table by fifteen other | 
men, whose united ages amounted to reventy-one each, nul z 
others, whose ages amounted to sixty-one each, rang the bells 
the occasion. Pics 


Sth June, 1607.—Shak s daughter Susann: i 
day married to Dr. John Hall, celebrated ph sterile 
qualities of this female were wit above her sez, | dee charity. 
and strong religious feeling.” My 


6th June, 1829.— Douglas Jerrold's famous drama, Nel. 


Eyed Susan, was produced for the first time this evening: 
old Garey Theatre. ins ut. the 


„ 1884.—A Roman Crematori 
ee * 


Sth June, 1763.—An Act of Parliament this . 
in France — inoculation. 85 day passed 


— — 


THE ARITHMETIC OF SOCIALISM. 
“S1xTy minutes make one hour,” 


e pedagogue did sa: 
To the urchins met in the schoolboard bower, 
„And twenty-four hours one day! 


Then rose the Socialist's seven-year-old, 

And his brow was high, and apd pee was bold, 

And he ran his hands through his locks of gold 
In a candidly fearless way. 

“If you talk such rot,” quo the noble lad, 

“I will go on strike; for my dear old dad 

Has instructed me often to fight like mad 
All my life for an eight hours day ! 


was this day 


ALL THE DIFFERENCE! 


Upon the strength of the excellent maxim, that there's nothing 
t calcul to blot out the recollection of one's misfortunes or 
ill-luck as n good dinner, he had come straight back from Kempton 
Park, where he hadn't spotted a winner during the whole day. 
and dined wisely and well at a West End restaurant. Once mor- 
he felt within measurable distance of being at peace with all the 
world, But an item in the bill fairly put the cat among thc 
pigeons again. „ 9 

“ Here, waiter,” said he, I don't object to N reason. 
but ten shillings for twenty sticks of asparagus is a bally extor. 
tion! You might just as honestly shut up yer restaurant ani g. 
and take possession of some mountain pass in Switzerland, aud 
begin as full-tledged brigands at once!” 

Lou zink see charge too . 

“Don't think at all; it's daylight e Go to any shop 
ye like, from Regent Street to Covent G and there a more 
as} us at half a crown a b than youcould shake a stick at.” 

Vell, sare, vot of it?” 

“What of away yes Dick Turpin from Lucerne—with plenty 
of it at that price, and even less, what the Chirgwin d'ye mean bs 
ch me ten bob?” 

„Ian Dieu, m'sieu—do you vish me zen to lose over us oil- 


butter?“ 


The bag bem on that waiter has been fixed for Saturday ; mean- 
time the legal advisers of the fellow’s murderer assure him of un 


acquittal, 
——— 
GREENLAND WOOING. 


THOUGH in this benighted land of meteorological loxes tho 
Elapsed would probably have made its way to the bottom of 
the thermometer, broken the glass, and dropped through, it was 
fairly pleasant evening in Greenland, and a certain Eskimo Rome» 
and Juliet sat upon a block of ice and gazed into each other’ 
eyes. 

“ Saventavixuvilarawomavtakamwy,” he began 

(It's all right ; that's a perfectly harmless and proper word. and 
in the mouth of an amorous young -hunter means anythin; 
that is sweet, greasy and nice. Still, as your ignorance of thi 
beautiful and expressive language seems to demand it, we'll call iu 
an interpreter). _ 

“Saventsvixuvilarawomavtakamwy,” he began—  _—_ 

“Swear not by the moon, the inconstant moon,” she said, wipinz 
her slightly chilled but charmingly-chiselled nose on a dainty little 
ndkerchief, made out of the underskirt of a full-grown se 

ion. 8 

“What elee am I to swear by?“ asked the ardent young swall, 
for nought else but snow, ice and sky completed the picture. 

“Swear then,” she said, nestling a little closer to him, and 
3 her eyes from the fast 3 Aurora- Borealis, swear by 
something which you hold invaluable, indispensable; something 
which is dearer to you than all things else; something without 
which you cannot live.” 

He 3 into her eyes for an instant as if doubting her earnest 
ness, reassuring himself in that one glance, he drew from the 
pocket of his ample robe a pound bundle of short composite six 
and a flask of train oil, and then he kissed them. 

wear, he said; and she felt more than satisfied. 


— — 


TRUE CONSIDERATION. 


THE beautiful young wife of the brilliant, but struggling novelist 
A monthly three-volume-r—came in from her afternoon stroll at 
sank into a chair. A look of undisguised 1 apres 

features, and an unbidden sigh escaped from lu 
beautiful lips as she removed her ede gloves, rolled them up intv 
a ball, and flung them at the 8 cut. Pave 

“What has upset my Princeas Poppet?” asked the literary 
striver, glancing up from his sheet. r 

“The incongruity and want of consideration of our relatives. 
answered the Princess Poppet, still pouting. ‘There's old 1 
Carrie, for instance—she's had one foot in the grave for the li 
ten montha, but keeps on putting it off, putting it oll. 

But surely you don’t wish the old girl to div?” ile the 

“No, I won't say that; but—er—if she'd only go while us 
Summer Sale's on at Kraip’s Mourning Warehouse, look what # 
saving it would be!” 


— — 
Every Wednesday. Twopence: 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 
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between Paris aud 


June, 1606.—King James I. visited the lions jn the 


Saturday, dur 
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et Nee. 
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Wouldst 
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Indeed! tl 


“Really 2” 
“Yes; it's 
ou see: bef 
‘kirtie — tl 
ittle fellow'r 
was always 
rirls I wanted 
nd didu't—y 


hen, you see 
iT Skirtie, 0 


suppose that 
Skirtie’s goit 
more, and it 
it every wher 
works like a 
dog, my com 
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KNIGHTESSES OF CHIVALRY. 


ffrontery to propose thet Classes should be formed for 
(The b. T. has the ene 00 ot Ladies in Chivalry towards men !) 
— 


On, D. 7.“ oh, D. 7.“ 


d . Wee W 8 blushing for 
„Nees. For saying that Ladies 
orte r now lack chivalree. 


Oh! wherefore thus 


vex 
All that glorious sex ? 
Your lantry’s now 
represented by 2, 
Where once Squires of 
Dames stokered 
Chivalry’ fi 
Meseems you would now 
introduce 
Squires ! 


Oh, D.7.! rade D. T. 
Sure it true cannot be 
That a She e er lacked 

chivalrous form toa 


He! 
Wouldst have each 


A SMART DOG. 


I pips't know him from Ananias, but he was a nice, well- 
srushed, pleasant-spoken young fellow, and — well, you know how 
ittle things happen—I somehow got into conversation with 
bout the Derby horses or something, and we were soon 

away ns friendly as though we'd known each other all our 

ve drank, too, but that, of course, is merely a minor detail. 
I must be going,” sald my new acquaintance at length, 
n the hotel bar, and buttoning his coat. It 
iced a smart little terrier that immediately 
howed signs of departure, and 


f delight. 
I said more with the idea of 
else, and sure enough he 


remark. 
‘ea, you're right—here, have another whisky ; 


»A pedigre 
% xem ie responded, “] can’t exactly say he is, in fact as far as J 
m aware, his an- 
estry is buried in ob- 
ivion. No,” he went 
n. “as a mere dog, 
lon't suppose n fancicr 
ud give much more 
hana quid for him.“ 
Indeed] then you're 
rreitly attached to him, 
of course.” 
“Attached to him? 
should think I was! 
e' simply in valuable 
„me. thai dog is. I've 
rained him to a pitch 
that 
you it 


it, and you seo her cross and speak to a police 
rinish sharp. I used to suffer all this — — tedly, but I never do 
moment I meet any- 


g, and the more 1 


prey barking, snorting, growlin pene ee 


im off, the more he settles to 


me once 
‘ve tried 


— — 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No 38.—THE THREE FIDDLERS GIRL. 


001. King Cole 
Was a merry old soul 
And u merry old soul was ho: 
He called for a glass 
From the beautiful Insa 
Who serves in the Fiddlers 
Three, 


Old King Cole 

Had an eye that could roll 
Like a ship in an angry sea: 

And he winked a wink— 

Such an innocent blink— 
At the girl in the Fiddlers Three. 


A juvenile fat 
In the room there sat, 
and a little foot-page seemed 


e: 
But his face grew pink 
When the King did wink 
At the girl in the Fiddlers 
Three. 


Old King Cole 
From his chair did roll— 
Knocked off by that page! Quoth he, 
is my Queen in disguise!” 
And, with sorrowful sighs, 
He vamoosed from the Fiddlers Three ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 


62 CassLaND Roan, VioroniA Roan, 
May 16th, 1895. 

Dear 812,—“ Award” is safely to hand, for which I heartily 
thank you, and also for the portrait which appeared, to my great 
satisfaction. I shall be always ready to do anything that lies in 
my power for you, and once more thank yon for your past favours, 

Believe me, yours faithfully, 


Coil TREMAYNE, 
— —— — 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 33.—STUART STUMERSPOTTER SLOPER. 
Born, 1087. Died of Rat Poison, 1720. 

STUART 1 whom the title and cares of the 
estate now devolved, was the most unlikely of all the sons of 
Perkyn Cocatina to bestow that amount of attention to the 
propery that its increasingly involved condition demanded. 

tuart ter was, in fact, a gambler of the most desperate 
kind; the blood of his reckless and profligate her, 
Villiers de Verdigris, ran in his veins, and though he had always 
been a rather short 2 the careful Perkyn Cocatina, he had 
invariably to doin his allowance at some sort of gaming, 
besides which, he had borrowed every ny he could get on the 
reversion and squandered the lot. It will be geen, therefore, that 
it was a bad day for the E of the house of Sloper when 
Stuart Stumerspotter gt Id of the cheque book. The mere fact 
that he had already blewed so large a portion of his inheritance 
was bad enough, but it was soon apparent that Stuart Stumer- 
spotter had no intention pall pore a bridle to his extravagance, 
and despite the arguments entreaties of his brothers, who were 
all wondering where they would come in if he wasn't stop 
he launched out in the most reckless expenditure in every possible 


850 of his first cares was to establish a stud of race-horses at the 
Castle, and although turf historians make no mention of the fact, 
Stuart Stumerspotter was undoubtedly one of the pioneers of 
horseracing, was unquestionably the most noted My of his 
time connected with the noble sport. Persistent ill- luck, however, 
attended the stable, and huge, indeed, were the sums dropped by 
the baron in backing his slow-paced gees. 

Nor was this the only manner in which Stuart Stumerspotter 
contrived to get rid of his oof. Dice, cards, skittles, bowls, any 
amusement that aff an opportunity for his passion for play 
did this ter noble go in for hot and strong, and over each of 
them did he manage to with wonderful rity. It wasn't 
that he was a mug at any of ‘em, but his luck was such that he 
couldn't have found a winner at racing in a century, and it was 
common gossip that he seldom threw anything but deuces, or held 
more than a single trump in his 

But the final blow wus dealt at the impoverished estate when 
Stuart Stumerspotter commenced to dabble upon the Stock 
Exchange. For some little time he contented himeelf with losing 
afew tho but the South Sea Bubble brought about 
his downfall. I went well with that most gigantic scheme until 
Stuart Stumerspotter made up his mind to plunge in it, and that 
pores quite sufficient to bust the show. The wretched gamester 

ad sera together every penny of his diminished fortune, and 
when this last stroke of ill-luck was announced to him, swallowed 
a dose of rat poison and ended a short and infamous career. 


(To be continued next week.) 


— — 


MORTAL AND FAIRY. 


1. 

THE husband raved in his rabid wrath, 
The wife in her anger wept ; 

Till at last he strode down the garden path, 

„And she to her bedroom crept. 8 

And one in the 1 and one on the moor, 
Remembered an old sweet tale 8 

They had read and discussed on their bridal tour: 
And their wail was the self-same wail— 

“ Ah, would to Heaven that our married life 
Like the love-blent lives could be 

Of the Fairy-Man and the Fairy-Wife, 
As they dance on the midnight lea!” 


II. 
The moon looked down on a scene of strife 
no human eye might see— 
On the Fairy-Man and the Fairy-Wif 
As they danced through the midnight lea. 
For a dance of rage and of epite was this; 
Yet, because they had heard by chance 
Of one mortal marriage whose end was bliss, 
They both sighed, mid their angry 
“ Ah, would to Heaven that our married life 
Like the love-blent lives could flow, 
Of the Mortal-Man and the Mortal-Wife, 
As through earth hand-in-hand they go!” 


KITCHEN ECHOES. 


Last Monday afternoon, as one of A. SLOPER's most reliable 
Toons men was strolling through a certain important thoroughfare, 
is attention was arrested by the sound of 5 ing, 
seemingly, from the very bowels of the earth. His reverie, like his 
banking account, being broken, he gazed about him, and 
aware of the fact that he had pulled up over the iron grating at the 
rear of The Café—, the kitchens of which establishment were 
immediately bencath him, Just then the altercation re-started. 
“Call yourself a ef! yelled the voice of an Englishman— 
probably the manager; “why, you oughter be stuffed with snails 
and put on the top of a Greek Street sixpenny cake!” 
ia ble. m'sien! Vot haf I don’ zat ees wr-rong, zen? 
“It's not what you are done, it’s what you ‘aren't done. I tell 
you regi get what the baker's barrer got on Saturday—that's the 
ish! 
„Bot for vhy, m'stew 2?” 
„Cause you ain't a competent she, that’s why.” 
“ Sreré J m’sien—roila, sue my cordon bleu!" 
“Oh, I see it, but you should have made the entrée after lettin’ 
meen and put it on the Wenn.“ 
“ Vheech entrée, sare?” 
“Why, the Pricassée de Poulet ala Toulouse.” 
nt gare you have sent into zee kectchin no cheeckins.” 
“Who enid anything about chickens, you fatherd—you've got to 
mane on o what was left o' the stewed rabbit, like the last 
4 id!“ 
Then the representative of the n of Shoe Tane drew 
out his pocket-book, made a note under the heading of Pecking 
Shops to be avoided,” and passed on. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


“Tre Gnu Woman": The feminine gnu, of course. 

“Un1ForM Price“: The cost of a policeman’s rig-out. 

5 N „; One which leaves you all the testator's worldly 
wealth, 

MANGLING Machines. Bicycles, when ridden by brainless and 
reckless scorchers. 

THE Schoolboy's Favourite History: The Diverting History of 
John Gilpin.” 

APPROPRIATE Song for the letter V: “I'm after U. I'm after U.“ 

Tux man who keeps too much open house often stands a bally 
good chance of having to live in the open altogether, 
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AUNT MACPHERSON’S MONEY. 


CHAPTER XIII. 

Count FLAUTANT sat with a pleased grin on his face. The 
world was going well with him, as he considered he had now got 
into his hands all 
the strings neces- 


which Mrs. Mor- 
had ted 


ton trea: 
him, and all with- 
out him a 


a promptly 
followed by a 
bronsed indi- 
vidual in a wide- 
awake hat, at 
which the foot- 
man looked 


Lora super · “ A gentleman to eee you, sir.” 
ciliously, 
Sylvester!“ exclaimed Flautant, sharply. What the devil 


Myon Maras; e viens, Lae 
“John Murray, u z ve dro} the Sylvester 
since that little chee aR burned.” e 
„ don't care a cent what ~~ call yourself. Why have you left 
Vera Cruz and come to England ?” said Count Flautant. 
“ Oh, well,” = 2 . 1 85 15 came olin | ness, because bere 
was no reason w. 0 80 ontzer out U 
I desired, and pats it paid better.” 2 55 
„And left the Soldado ? 
— Oh, the Soldado can take care of itself—it’s stopped, you 


now, 

“Yes, it in I know; but of course I'm not such an 
infe: fool as to keep it stopped always. You did your part very 
well, but you know well enough you would still be manager as soon 
as work was started again.” 

“The Soldado will not be 
started again.” 

“ Not started again—I tell 
you I've got all I desired 
arranged, and can start 
the mine once more as soon 
as n letter reaches Vera 
Cruz.” 

“ You forget that the mine 
has petered out.” 

“T know —that’s all 
right,” said Flautant, with 
achuckle. “But now that 
I have got the whole of the 
shares in my hands, we can 
easily resuscitate the con- 


cern. 
“Resuscitate:the con- 
cern?” 


“ Yea, we can say we have 
struck a new lode — you 
know the racket.” 

“No, we can't,” said 
Murray, stubbornly. 

“What is to hinder?” 

bed the mine has 
petcred out—gone to smash 
entirely. There is not us 
much silver left in it us 
would pay one-twenticth of 
the working expenses.” 

“What! Do you mean 
what you say? Why was 1 
not told of this?” 

told youl” 

Mes, you wrote as 1 had dictated to you.” 

“Well. it turned out as you dictated. We struck dead rock, 

t which there was no use going. You don't seem to have 
ned for that, eh?” 

“Do you 8 I'll swallow this? Why, man, it means the 
loss of a couple of hundred thousand pounds to me. Only 
yesterday afternoon I paid fifty-five thousand Joon to buy out 
one and this morning I paid fifty pounds for the 8 
ors — shares of, the only other holders, I've got the whole of 

em in m 

“Why ‘did you pay the fifty-five thousand pounds in the one 
case and go little in the other?” inquired Murray, gazing keenly 
at the Count's perturbed face. 

Because the old fool is an expert—he threatened to go out to 
rein, mine, and that examination would have ruined the 

plant. 

“Who was he?” 

“Sandy Macpherson, the 
discoverer of the mine.” 

“What, Old Scottie? 
well, he is a smart man. 
He seems to have gone in 
for the discovery of fools 
this time.” 

„What do you mean?” 

“Well, I came home in 
the samo ship with Old 
Scottie, He had been out 
to examine the Soldado 
mine, and was quite satis- 
fied that the hole was 
cleaned out. So he sold 
you his share, did he? 
Well, that is fly of the 
old un.“ and John Mur- 
ray broke into a hearty 
laugh, while Count Flau- 
tant glared at him. 

“L think I'll be going, 
Count,” continued John 
Murray, coolly, as he rose 
to his feet. I'd like, 
however, to give you a bit 
of advice. Next time you 
have a man under your 
thumb,“ don't press too 

rd on him.“ 

“ Go to ” 

“Never mind mentioning where,” said John Murray, with a 
ehrug of his shoulders, as he left the apartment,“ I've been to Vera 
Cruz, and that is bad enough.” 


(20 00 concluded next rer.) 


“What do you mean?” 
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THE F. O. s.“ PORTRAIT GALLERY 


No, 379.—MUn. Tom GitmMoun, F. 0.8. 


“Was born in the midst of the night, amid deadly quietness, 
which could have been cud by the dullest edged knife yet manu- 
facture. A change, though, soon came over the scene, as 
Tom celebrated his first appearance on the world's b 
emitting a series of yells which resembled the lust mews of a dying 
tom cat rather than anything else. Tom rapidly developed 
into u big bouncing boy, and even thus early gave sigus of 
developing into a comedian of more than average merit. His 
early promise has been carriei out to the very letter, as Tom 
Gilmour is now one of the most capable comedians on the Scotch 
stage. Chiefly because ve knows how to manage a concert Tom 
was created F. O. S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented 
to him March 2ud, 1895."—Debrett Improved. 


PANE-FUL. 
Spring Tote. Er — would you use a little po-emm I have here ? 
bliging Editor. Well, I'll try: there's a couple of broken 
in that window, and ono in theskylight. Is it pretty big? 


“There ought to be another term for mankind. Why not 
womankind?" “But, my dear madame, one embraces the 
other.” “Oh, Professor, how dare you! I'll scream!” 


THE NEW BALLOON SLEEVE. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
A HAVEN OF REST. 


Thi: 


Wife. 1 wish 1 knew, Cuy deary 
tien meskieg bis Meee » how to stop baby 
Brute of a Hubby, Muzzie him! 


Vol 


First Fair One. How dil you like Mr. Twiddles's sermon yesterday, Mr. Jinks ? 
Mr. Jinks, A trifle too short, 1 think. j 
Firat Fair One, How 80? It lasted quite twenty-five minutes. 

Mr, Jinks, Just so: but I could have slept quite an hour. A STARTLING LEADER. 


STREET ACQUAINTANCES. No. 7.—THE MUTTON-SEEKING BOBBY. 
wi 


The ever-watchful policeman, who from the hands of your cook receives the remains of Sunday's leg — and at a time, too, when 


you are almost stuney, and owe the merry butcher something under twenty quid l 


HE DID. A COMPLIMENTARY INSULT. GIRLS BILLY’S PROPOSED TO. 


consi 
witne 
fear, 


It's just possible the Honourable melt 
have stood a look in here, but he unf 
enough to tell the girl she was his fc 
love.” But she'd read her “11.-H." too «* 


Smith. Sir, you are no gentleman. 
Jones, Ave you one, may I inquire ? 
Smuh, Of course I am, sir! 


ever out of shape. Get your young brothers to blow Jones. Very well, tuen: I accept the i t— x d Billy was dismiss 
= Lea them out for you, “I say, Maud, you really think I took the character well?” am not, : * 8 . e 5 1 8 abi 
zamblin, 
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